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The Irlijlorit 

He made a blufiiing citall of Jiimfelfe. 

And chid his truant youdh with fuch a graced 
Asif he maftred there a double fpirit 
Of teaching and of learning inftantly : 

There did he paufejbutlct me tell the world. 

If he outliue the enuie of this day, 

England did neuer owe fo fw'eetc a hope 
So much mifeonftured in his wantonnefle. 

Ha, Coolen, 1 thmkc thou art enamored 
On his follies: neuer did I hearc 
Of any prince fo wild a libertie : 

But be he as he wilt, yet once e’renight, 

I will imbrace him with a fouldiers arihe. 

That he fhall fhrinke vndcr my courtcfie. 

Arme,arme with ipeedand fellowes, fouldiers, friendes, 

B etter confider what y ou haue to do. 

Then I that haue not wei the gift of tongue 
Can lift y our blood vp with perfwafion. Enter a mefienger, 
Trlef. M y Lord,herc arc letters for you* 

Hot, I can no t read them now . 

O, Gentlemen, the time of life is fhort: 

To fpend that l'hortncsbafely, were too long, '° f 

Iflife did ride vpon a dials point, 

Still ending atthcarriuail ofan houre, 

And ifwe liue,weliueto tread on kings, 

Ifdie,braue death' when princes die with vs* 

Now for our confciences jthe aftnes are faire. 

When the intent bf bearing them is iulh Enter Mother, 

Mef. My Lord,prepare,the king conies on apace. 

Hot, Ithanke him, that lie cuts mefrom my tale: 

Tori profefle not talking, onely this. 

Let each man doe Ins beft: and heredraw I a fword, 

Whole temper I intend to-ftamc 

With the bell blood that I cart meet withall. 

In the aduenture ofthisperilous day* 

Now elperante Percy, andfeton, 

Sopnd all the loftie mftruments of war. 

And by that Mufickdetvs a!! embrace, 
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ofJ-Jcnrj the fourth* 

Forhcauen to earth, feme of vs neuer fliall 
A fecondtime doe fuch a coui tefte. 

Here they embrace^ he trumpets found, the king enters with nit 
po\ver ,alarme to the kmull.t hen enter Doughs ,and Sir 
ter Blunt. 

Blitnt, What is thy name, that inbattell thus thou eroffeft meS 
W hat honour dolt thou feekevpon my head* 

Doug. Know then, my name is Douglas, 

And I doe haunt thee in the battell thus. 

Be caul c fomc tell me that thou art a king* 

Blunt , They tell thee true. 

Doug. The Lord of Stafford dccre to day hath bought 
T hy likenedc, for in Head of thee, King Harry, 

This fword hath ended him, fo fhall it thee, 

VnlelTe thou yeeld thee as my prifoner. 

Blunt, 1 was not borne a y eelder, thou proud Scot; 

And thou fiialt find a king that will reuenge 
Lord Staffords death. 

They fight ,Douglas hyls Blunt ytheu enter Hotjptsr . 

Hot, O Douglas, hadft thou fought at Holmedon thus s 
I neuer had' triumphs vpon a Scot* 

Doug. A Is donc,als won : here breatldcs lyes the king. 

Hot. Where 1 'Doug, Here, 

Hot , ’ This,Douglas? no, I know this face full well, 

A gallant knight he was, his name was Blunt, 

Semblably furnifh’t hkc the king himlelf, 

Doug, Ah foole,goe with thy loule whither it goes, 

A borrowed title half thou bought too deare. 

Why dtdftthoutcl me, that thou were a king? ' 

Hot. TJie king hath many marching in lus coatcs. 

Long, Now by my fword, I will kill all his coates ; 

He murthcr ail Jiis wardrobe, piece by piece, 

Vntill /me etc the king. Hot . Vp,and away, 

Our fouldiers ftand fullfairely for the day. 

uUarme, Enter FAlJlulfftfilus, 

F*4 Though I could icape {hot-free atLondon,I feare the 
fl lot here,hcrc’s no {coring but vpo the pate, Soft,who arc you? 
fir Walter Blunt, Urct's honor for you, here’s no vanity :I am as 

K ' hoc 




